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falling to ruin. Up and up she went, till she reached the
top of a staircase, which seemed built out into the air; here
she sat down and I beside her, and made her a declaration
of love.
'Tell me what I can do for you,' said I, 'for I want
above all things to make you happy/
'Take me out of the misery in which I live with my
mother, a good woman, but so devout as to make my life
a burden to me. She doesn't like me to wash myself, be-
cause I have to touch my body with my own hands, and also
because cleanliness makes me more pleasing to men. If you
had given me the money I won in the lottery as a present,
she would have made me refuse it. There is a young man,
a hairdresser, who has seen me at Momolo's. He says if I
had a dowry of four hundred crowns he would marry me
and open a shop. I told him I was poor, that I had only a
hundred crowns, which my confessor keeps for me; but
now I have two hundred, and you can give me two hundred
more. Take the money to my confessor, who is a good
man, and will not tell my mother.*
CI will take them to him to-day, but to-morrow you must
come and see me and hear how I have prospered. I will tell
you this evening where I live.'
I left the hovel of a palace where we were as the clock
struck nine. I was shivering with cold, and had only one
idea in my head—to take an apartment somewhere where I
could receive her without its being known. In a small nar-
row street, inhabited entirely by poor people, I found a
room which was tolerably clean. I paid the woman of the
house three months in advance, and gave her money to buy
furniture, and, above all, fuel. I ordered her to light a
big fire and keep it burning whether I was there or not.
^ I then went off to the priest. He was a French monk,
about sixty years old.
'Reverend Father,' said I, CI met at the house of Momolo,
the scofatore santissimo, a young girl named Maria, whose
confessor you are, with whom I fell in love. I offered her

